GUIDE-BOOKS

OR every traveller who has any taste of his
own5 the only useful guide-book will be the one
which he himself has written. All others are an
exasperation. They mark with asterisks the
works of art which he finds dull, and they pass
over in silence those which he admires. They
make him travel long miles to see a mound of
rubbish ; they go into ecstasies over mere an-
tiquity. Their practical information is invari-
ably out of date. They recommend bad hotels
and qualify good ones as ' modest' In a word,
they are intolerable.

How often I have cursed Baron Baedeker for
sending me through the dust to see some nauseat-
ing Sodoma or drearily respectable Andrea del
Sarto ! How angry I have been with him for
starring what is old merely because it is old !
And how I have hated him for his lack of dis-
crimination ! He has a way of lumping all old
things of one class together and treating them as
if, being made at the same period, their merit
were exactly equal. For example, the stained
glass windows at Sens are treated by the guide-
books as though they were just like all other
stained glass of the fourteenth century, when in
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